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ON THE HORIZON 


4 Star Records will shortly release 
four songs, music by Al Brix of Butte, 
Montana, over 2200 radio stations. RIO 
and FIESTA, rhumbas; and Montana 
Moon and I’m Waiting For You in the 
Rockies, waltzes. Lyrics were by Jack 
Horan, Allien Lair, Irving Siegel and 
Charles Klemer. Recorded by the Cop- 
per Kings, 12 piece band directed by 
Terwilliger, with vocal by Bill Hamilton, 
recently on the Spike Jones show. 


AL BRIX 


SOME PATTER—CHATTER™ | 
AND LAUGHS 


A PARLOR GAME IS WHERE you and the maid are alone in the parlor, and she’s 


game. 

MEN LIKE TO WATCH WOMEN on windy days; after all, it’s a long neck that 
has no turning. 

THEY SAY THAT MONEY ISN’T EVERYTHING, but did you ever try to tell that to 
someone you owe money to? es 

ee SONG of the Bikini bathing suit, “I'll be seeing you in all the old familiar 
places.” 

YOU CAN LEAD A HORSE TO WATER but you also take a chance on having him 
embarrass you in front of your lady acquaintance. 

TAKE IT FROM MB, said the mother, as she picked up the hungry infant. 

AN ODD COUPLE just got married; he’s a shrivelled old man, she’s a big young 
woman: with such few twigs, how does he expect to kindle a big fire. 

MY FRIEND is a classy motorist; he has the cutest set of white-walled eyeballs. 

A FAMILY is something the average young married couple decides to have after 
the novelty of television wears off. 

I PLAY THE PIANO just to keep my wrists and my bankroll supple. 

SHE WENT INTO THE LAKE in the daring Bikini: the shortest of short bras 
and the briefest of brief trunks. “This water really is invigorating,” she 
remarked, “But shucks, it’s no fun to swim with your clothes on.” 

MY FRIEND, the theatrical agent is really so mercenary he insists on getting 
10% of his clients’ unemployment compensation. 

THE INDIAN SQUAW, recently married, when asked about her husband’s health, 
replied: “Oh, him feel plenty good—and often.” 

MY WIFE really wore a beautiful dinner gown to the last affair she attended; 
you could tell it was a dinner gown, half her dinner was on it. 

A CERTAIN SHOWGIRL we know is forging ahead rapidly, principally because 
she knows many big wigs and plays ball with them: she is climbing the ladder 
of success, wrong by wrong. 

AND AS THE FISH REMARKED, brushing against the lady fish, “Some fin, eh, 
kid?” 

WE KNOW A POVERTY ridden young couple who had to spend their honeymoon 
on crowded busses and even crowded streetcars—they stood up so much their 

~ children were born with flat feet. 

I DON’T MIND THE DOCTOR examining my wife’s chest, but when he takes a step 
back and exclaims, “Wow!. it’s time to take her to another doctor. 


OUR NEIGHBOR: I don’t know whether 
that’s actually his face, or whether 
it’s been repossessed. 


I ADMIT I was doing at least 90 when 
the cops caught up with me, but at 
least I had a good original excuse; I 
was running away from the police. 


CAPITAL PUNISHMENT is really passe, 
with enough capital, who cares. 


AH, ALOHA, I can see you on the 

tropic sands, wearing a grass skirt, 
J with the big sign, “keep off the 
grass.” And your dear maw, in her 
grass covered hut, sitting on her 
grass covered hula, making such 
sweet music; she never did any 
housework and the place was like a 
pig pen, but she certainly made beau- 
tiful music. 


GREETINGS FROM 
ERNIE SIMON 
RADIO STATION WGN 


CHICAGO 

THEY SAY of my ancestor he made a 
big hit with his lady friend by show- 
ing her his first suit with two pairs 
of trousers; he was the original two- 
pants suitor. 


This Issue's 
Thought 


MY GIRLFRIEND, she wouldn’t let me 
kiss her in the hall and I said; 
“honey, you let me hold your hand in 
the movie,” and she replied, “Oh, 
yes, but because a person picks a 
few flowers in the woods doesn’t 
mean he owns the forest preserve. 


If at first you don’t succeed, 
give up and try something easier 


NO PLACE LIKE HOME 
A skit 


Mother, father, junior. Junior is a 
‘™man dressed as a boy, in knee pants, 
preferably with a beard, and smoking a 
cigar. The scene opens on the beach 
where Junior is busy filling a toy pail 
with sand, using a huge coal shovel. 
MOTHER: “Junior, you didn’t drink 

your milk this morning. Don’t you 
want to grow up to be a big boy?” 

JUNIOR: (gruffly, in a deep bass 
voice): “Aw, what are you talking 
about! According to the teacher, I’m 

_ the biggest kid in school today.” 

FATHER: (piping up disgusted): “Yeah, 
I talked to your teacher; believe me 
kid, you're not only the biggest kid 
in school, but you’re also the biggest 
mutt.” 

JUNIOR: “Well, at last I succeeded in 
something.” 

FATHER (angrily): “How come you're 
such a big mutt, in school, Junior?” 

JUNIOR: “Grew fast, dad. But don’t 
worry, dad, I wasn’t always a big 
mutt —’ 

FATHER: “Glad to hear it, son — glad 
to hear at one time you were as 
close to normal as you'll ever get 
—glad to hear you weren’t always a 
big mutt.” 

JUNIOR: “Yup — I was a little mutt at 
one time — remember?” 

MOTHER: “Junior, dear don’t you real- 
ly think you should be at home, doing 
your home work.” 

JUNIOR: “Naw, I’d rather be sitting 
here on the beach, floiting with the 
goils.” 

MOTHER: Such English, junior.” 


BONIOR: “Such goils, mother. Gee, 
iad.” 

FATHER: “Yes Junior?” 

JUNIOR: “Don’t you wish you’d mar- 


ried a bathing beauty, instead of 
what you got now?” 

FATHER: “JUNIOR!” 

MOTHER: “Junior!” 

JUNIOR: “Sorry, folks.” 


FATHER: “Well, I’m glad youre sorry, 
Junior.” 


“HAVE ‘ONE’ ON ME.” 


JUNIOR: “Sorry I had to repeat what 
I always hear you say, paw!” 


MOTHER: “Isn’t he awful.” 


FATHER: “I told you we shouldn’t come 
out to the beach with this wise kid.” 


JUNIOR: “Aw, let’s change the subject, 
folks — isn’t the beach wonderful— 
boy, with all those bathing cuties in 
the water — that ain’t no time to go 
out trolling for bass — bathing cuties 
in one piece suities — yippee!” 


(mother and father try to “shush” junior 
who gets louder and wilder momen- 
tarily, more excited, waving his arms 
around, and continuing a stream of 
conversation.) 


FATHER: (desperately) “For heaven’s 
sake, will you stop ogling the girls! 
You well-developed. imbecile—where 
ity you think you are — at the fol- 
ies?” 


JUNIOR: “Say! Say! That’s a great 
idea — that’s where I’m _ heading. 
Come on, dad, shake the old girl and 
have a good time for once in your 
life — so long, maw, come on paw, 
whoopee! yippee! good bye!” 


(fadeout) 


BITS OF HUMOR 


A house divided against itself would 
be a silly place to live in. 


I saw my playboy friend get out of his 
1954 Cadillac and when I remarked in 
amazement about the shabby overcoat 
he was wearing he shrugged helplessly 
and explained: “What can I do; things 
are getting tough all over.” 

Good evening, folks, I heard some ex- 
eiting news tonight; our neighbor’s baby 
swallowed a watch, but, thank goodness, 
she is still alive and TICKING. 

My friend married a woman with lots 
of money, but he loves her for herself— 
he swears it on a stack of bankbooks. 

My pal used to have a restaurant with 
eurb service: he still likes to lay against 
the curb and holler for service. 

I just returned from a wedding, ah, 


yes, weddings; my wife, she is a fat old 
dowdy who likes to travel a lot and 
always takes new luggage with her— 
an old cow with new bags. 


I just met an old girl friend of mine, 
what a girl. she’s sturdy as a plane; 
on windy days she goes around with 
her fusilage showing. This girl is now 
married, I understand she is very mean 
to her husband, at first always telling 
him she wished he were dead; but I 
guess she has reformed; she doesn’t 
tell him that any more; not since his 
insurance lapsed. 


Never knew how friendly a cat and 
rabbit could get until the following year 
when we had a bunch of long-eared kit- 
ens. 4 ; 


HERE AND THERE 
“Ts your grandpappy aging?” 


“Tragically so—he has to be helped 
on and off the high stool at the tavern.” 


The sour-visaged old dowager was at 
odds with the world and ready to take 
it out on the hard-working young beau- 
tician who had done her best on the 
dowager’s decrepit old map. 

“That isn’t much of a massage you 
gave me,” she growled. 

“Well,” retorted the girl, “that aint 
much of a face.” 


“Aw, don’t talk to me about the state 
of Florida. Why, I’ve heard it said they 
should take the state and give it back 
to the alligators.” 

“Gwan! Who said that?” 

“The alligators.” 


There had been a terrific fight be- 
tween the meek little husband and his 
domineering wife. 

“Well, why don’t you throw me out 
into the blizzard?” he asked, defiantly. 

“Because,” she replied, icily, “I 
ject put a HOG out on a night like 

ish 


“How come your little son is always 
tripping and falling in the mud?” 
“Short legs—long jeans.” 


SHORT SPEECH 


Ah, this show business — by gosh, I 
could do better selling Sagebrush snake 
oil—you know the stuff; it’s for snakes 
who like to change to winter oil and 
versa vice-a; and where do they got to 
Gok it—why, that’s simple: the SNAKE 


Do I hear a laugh—do I hear two 
laughs, someone care to bid three laughs 
—did I hear you bid there, mister—if 
you made your BID you must lie on it, 
haw, haw, haw, 

Early to bed and early to rise, 

And [ll finish my wheat cakes before 
you guys, 
and as Henry Wadsworth Longfiller said, 

Star bright, star light, 

First star I’ve seen tonight, 

Wish I may, wish I might— 

Tell me, is my head on right? 

And as they sing, é 

The old gray mare she aint what she 

used to IS, 


ee old gray mare she aint what she 


and as to my wife, well, all I can say— 
yes, my dear, when she is around that’s 
all I can say; yes, my dear, anyhow, 
Hoerale gray gal, she aint what she used 
0 be, 

The old gray gal she aint what she 
used to be, 

Many long years ago— 

(fadeout to tune, old gray mare) 


On the road we met a girl who was 
like a statue of liberty—stands like a 
ae while her friend takes plenty of 
iberty. C 


ON THE COVER 
MAY WYNN 


Columbia Pictures 


IN THE JUNGLE 
A skit 


Comedian: Ah, we are now in the jungle. 
Stooge: Yep, that ain’t no forest pre- 
serve (music in the _ background,, 
jingle bells; sound of sleigh bells 
backstage, then deep voice “Hey, do 


the good little boys live around 
here?” 
Comedian: This is a jungle, mister 


Santa Claus. 


(Voice from backstage: “Sorry, wrong 
number — giddap prancer, giddap 
dancer,” music on fadeout). 


Comedian: Somebody is getting our rou- 
tine all loused up. 


Stooge: Looks like it. Oh, oh, the tele- 
phone. (Answers it) 


(voce from other end: “Is this Macy’s 
department store?’’) 


Stooge: Does it look like it? 
(hangs up in disgust). Ye gods, 
shades of the great hunters, he’d 
bring me back alive. 


Comedian: Tl bet in your case he’d 
have been apt to bring you back 
more dead than alive. Anyhow, we 
are now on the stream. We are 
going upstream. No, we are going 
downstream. Upstream, downstream. 
(voice from backstage: ‘Streams 
going up. Streams going down. Call 
your streams please.”) 


(Comedian meanwhile has been using 
a pair of binoculars, scanning the 
imaginary terrain) 


Comedian: Well, of all things — way 
over there — a wild woman — but 
she’s wearing a bra; boy, what a 
peculiar bra. (raises voice — shouts 
backstage to imaginary wild woman): 
“Hello, there—why are you wearing 
a striped bra?” (woman’s voice back- 


stage: “Because, stupid, it’s a ze- 
bra!”’) 
Comedian: Now we are proceeding up- 


stream. Look, here’s a banana stand. 
Let’s see, what does it say? (pretends 
to be reading) “Stand for sale. 
Owner leaving for army.” (comedian, 
adding, as an afterthought, and still 
looking at the imaginary sign in a 
puzzled way): “My script writer has 
been reading too many want ads.” 
(comedian raises glasses, shakes his 
head) “Look — I see a mirage.” 
(solemn, sad voice from backstage: 
“With all my worldly goods, I thee 
endow.”’) 


Comedian: (angrily) 
not marriage.” 


(voice from backstage) “I’m sorry.” 


Comedian: “Let’s get out of here, the 
river looks all twisted up — and so 
is our script. (fadeout to tune, oh 
bungle, bungle, bungle, I don’t want 
to leave the jungle.) 


‘I said, a mirage, 


é 
"WHAT MAKES YOU THINKT TREAT, 
NOU WORSE THANTHE OTHER PIGS? 


Ss 


HECKLER STOPPERS 


Why don’t you come up here and 
impersonate a human being. 

Last time I saw a nose like yours 
they were hoisting a clothes line with 


it. 
‘Next time you retire, I hope it will 
be in a grass covered sleeping bag. | 

Some men have to live because their 
families need them; what’s your excuse? 

The way you twist and squirm, didn’t 
you get the hook out of your mouth yet? 

Why don’t you let me call up the 
humane society and have them put you 
out of your misery. 

Frankenstein, I thought I told you 
to wait in the museum. 

Last time you ate meat, you were 
sniffing at it first to find out if there 
was a steel trap under it. 

You look scrambled, like your head 
has been scrambling to get out of the 
way of your face. 


“Your son isn’t a careless driver, is 
ie?” 

Oh, goodness, no—he always slows 
down for traffic cops.” 


SOME BITS OF 
DIALOGUE 


She: Anyhow, when we were married, 
didn’t we make a swell MATCH? 

He: I think we were both LIT. . 

She: Well, you must admit, I’m still a 
swell dish. ; 

He: Yes, and you hold some pretty big 
portions, too. 

She: I’m still a swell dish. 

He: Well, you’re centainly around the 
table a lot. Anyway, you're an un- 

faithful wife. 

She: Well, I admit, I had my moments; 
but won’t you forgive me—won’t you 
be BIG about it? ; 

He: Kid, when it comes to being BIG 
about an unfaithful wife, well, shake 
hands with a midget. 


“My wife just came in from out of 
town.” 

“Did you kiss her on her arrival?” 

“No, I kissed her on the forehead.” 


“Did the dentist really say you have 
a big mouth?” 

“No, dear, he merely said, first ex- 
eavation he’s seen without a red lan- 
ern.” 


“T can recite, I can—listen: the king 
was in his counting room.” 

“Really, what was he doing?” 

“He was counting on the maid not 
to tell the queen.” 


“T know what love is, mister, I follow 
my secret heart.” 

“In that kind of blouse, kiddo, your 
heart is no secret.” 


“Is this a genuine Rembrandt? 


“Of course, of course—it just seems 
phoney because the paint smells fresh. 


. ‘Yd like to be an actor. I would 
like to be in a play something like the 
seven year itch.” 


“Well, you will have to start from 
scratch. 


HILLBILLY 

Maw: “Watcha doing, paw—why are 
you shaking yore head up and down?” 

Paw: “Shaking the dust out of it, maw. 

Maw: “Yup, but yore raising a cloud of 
it paw, aint had no idea yore head 
was so dusty, paw, somebody’s been 
walking up and down yore nice, clean 
scalp with their muddy feet, paw?” 

Paw: ‘Maybe, while I was asleep, maw, 
good thing I didn’t catch them when 
I was awake, maw.” 

Maw: “Small chance of that, paw, yore 
always generally fust asleep, paw. 
Say, tell me, aint there any time 
when yore not sleeping paw?” 

Paw: “Yup, come to think of it there 
is, maw.” 

“ When is that, paw?” 


Maw: 

Paw: “When I’m awake, maw.” 
Maw: “So long, paw.” 

Paw: “So long, maw.” 


(fadeout to mountain music) 


“J couldn’t sleep all night.” 

“Why not?” 

“Qh, it seemed the coffee pot was 
going round and round.” 

“Oh, really, silly—what was it do- 
ing?” 

“Qh. looking for a place to perk.” 


“Ah, my dear wife, do you know I 
had a close escape from drowning last 
night.” 

“Ah, yes, but not close enough.” 


“Well, well, back from your honey- 
moon? Tell me, where did you and your 
husband spend your first night?” - 

In jail—the cops wouldn’t believe we 
were married.” 


EMCEE 


~~~ PATTER 


A new doctor out our way, formerly 
a used car dealer, gives operations which 
he guarantees for 90 days. 

My wife in the morning, without 
makeup, looks like the preview of a 
horror show. 

I remember dad used to tell how 
his paw once said to his maw, during 
courtship days, “Mirandy, to call on you 
tonight, I drove my new Maxwell at the 
rate of 10 miles an hour,” And pa’s maw 
said, “Ten miles an hour!” And paw said, 
“Yup—ain’t I the reckless driver!” 

My wife reads a lot to improve her 
mind and she exercises a lot to improve 
her never mind. 

Music is somewhat of a hobby with 
me: I used to play a piano that was over 
a hundred years old: boy, was it dusty. 

A man out our way is in his late 
seventies: he stays out late every night, 
drinking, women chasing, and he has a 
car that can do 90 per, and often does: 
his distraught mother will certainly be 
happy when her son decides to marry 
and settle down. 


Ah, these new homes, way out in the 
distant suburbs. I asked the contractor 
if there were any schools conveniently 
near, also transportation, likewise stores, 
and he replied quite amazed: “What 
are you looking for, luxury?” And after 
he had shown me a series of new homes 
priced around 40,000 dollars, he said to 
me, “Now, maybe you would like to see 
something expensive,” all I can say to 
this is, ye gods! 

A friend of mine from a previous war 
was at times reported missing in action, 
that is, every time there was action, he 
was Missing. 

Ah, childhood; Dad had two horses, 


and, young as I was, I could always tell 
the male horse from the female: the 
female answered to the name of Dorothy. 

We didn’t need the calendar to know 
it was Sunday in those good old days; 
the easier way: maw and auntie going to 
church, sister reading the funnies, and 
paw washing the horse. 

Ah, yes, what price glory; a king’s 
death usually rates a front page head- 
line, a working man usually gets a small 
obituary notice, if any at all, but when 
it’s over, chances are that neither the 
king nor the working man would give 
a good gosh darn either way. 

My elderly friend went to a Parisian 
peep show and claimed it didn’t excite 
him, I understand, however, he certain- 
ly looked silly trying to screw his eye- 
balls back into their sockets. 

I met an old friend of mine, an ex 
boxer, and still a heavy-weight, especial- 
ly around the stomach and hips. 

Do you know what one ladies under- 
garment said to the other ladies under- 
garment? “Don’t wake me up, I’m a slip. 


The fellow and his girl were on the 
beach, you know, looking each other 
over—and trying to make conversation— 
with the cop around what else could they 
do. The girl said, “I expect to soon 
travel,” and the fellow, being sort of 
educated, said, “You mean, travel soon 
—you have a split in your infinitive,” 
and the girl said, “Gosh, these last 
year’s bathing suits really are em- 
barassing. 

A young married couple of my ac- 
quaintance weren’t doing so well at 
first, but now they have prospered— 
they will soon be able to go to the 
pawnshop to redeem their wedding pres- 
ents. 


OUR COMIC 
DICTIONARY 


HADES — the big in- 
cinerator. 

CORPSE — the original 
quiet man. 

AMBUSHED — another 
way of saying “ah’m 


tired. 

FIVE DOLLAR BILL — the fin you love 
to touch. 

VISOR — opposite of dumber ; 

LOVERS PARTING — till we mitt again. 

SURGERY — if successful, it’s an oper- 
ation, if it fails, it’s an autopsy. 

ANTELOPE — like my uncle made my 
aunt elope with him. 

RAPTURE — a hernia 

BRA — bumper guards 

OPERA SINGER’S DESSERT — high 
scream. 

VAULTS — a dance, like the Merry 
Widow vaults. 

INCONGRUOUS — someone in congress 

ENVOY — as in the expression, I envoy 
people with money. 

MOUNTAIN CLIMBERS — people who 
live on a high third floor. 

INTRODUCTIONS 

Now a young lady whose face is her 
misfortune. 

And now by special permission of 
the penal authorities, we give you, etc. 

Now a girl from Davenport, whose 
davenport is beginning to sag a little. 

And now Mr. So and So, introducing 
songs that never die; maybe this time 
they will; he murders them. 

And now the sweet and demure, at 
least that’s what the fellow thinks who 
goes with her, if he marries her he'll 
learn otherwise. You'll never prove 
cheating on her—if you can’t get wit- 
nesses. 


@ Song Titles ©@ 


New Interpretation 


The night has a thousand eyes, also 
the night has a thousand trys, but the 
boys don’t always succeed. 

House by the side of the road, which 
for a minute I thought sounded like, let’s 
horse by the side of the road. 

When the moon comes over the 
mountain—and the hillbilly feudin’ num- 
ber, when the goon comes over the 
mountain, let him have it, maw, right 
between the eyes. 

Oft in the stilly night, by a woman 
who often gets silly in the night. 

One night of love: stingy, isn’t she? 

You and the night and the music, 
but with you and the night, who needs 
music. 

The last roundup, by a trained horse 
who looks more like he is headed for 
the last glue factory, 

The house by the side of the road, but 
Gen go in now, the cops are watching 
it. 
Let a smile be your umbrella, but 
you certainly will get soaked walking in 
the rain, and under a smile. 

I wonder what’s become of Sally— 
also I wonder what’s become of Solly, 
the little shyster, phone 3-6610, if no 
answer call 3-6673, state pen. 


That’s what I like about the south— 
of course no one really has to know 
what happened, when I was there, es- 
pecially my wife. 

I saw mammy kissing Santa Claus 
and before I could grab my _ trusty 
twenty-two the old wolf was flying out 
oe town with his six jet propelled rein- 

eer. 


\ : 

MY HUSBAND DISAPPEARED IN. 
FRONT OF, MoES BUTCHER SHOP 
AND HASNT BEEN SEEN SINCE, ” 


When you're smiling, keep smiling— 
smile—that’s it—hold it—all right, now 
go back to your sour puss. 

We were sailing along on moonlight 
bay, the girl and I, and it was so dark, 
she could hardly see what she was doing. 

Shrimp boats are a’coming, and when 
my girlfriend gets on those shrimp boats, 
in her bathing suit, just listen to those 
darn shrimps sizzle. 

Silver in your haid, and gold in your 
teeth—so much gold in fact, you clean 
your teeth with metal polish. 

I like California, real land of silver 
and gold, and they say when it is sunny 
out there, the sun doesn’t come stream- 
ing through your window pane, it knocks 
at the pane first and asks permission. 


Emcee; How are you, beetle head? 

Stooge (indignantly): Beetle head? 

Emcee: Yes, can I help it if I don’t 
know how to spell b-o-t-t-l-e? 

Stooge: I should have let well enough 
as it is. 

Emcee (to audience): This guy’s wife 
calls him her pigeon. She just loves 
the way he goes coo-coo-coo (turns to 
stooge): Say, how long have you been 
coo coo anyway? 

Stooge: I think we both started at the 
same time—but you got ahead of me. 


ATTENTION — SPECIAL — ATTENTION 


PRINTING 


Business cards, envelopes, stationery, etc., 
for Entertainers, Musicians. 
Personalized Printing 
Advertising Novelties - Greeting Cards 
for all occasions, 


UNIVERSITY STATIONERY 
STORE 


1701 Macombs Road _— Bronx 53, New York 


NEW SONG 
“DON’T YOU FLIRT WITH 
ANYONE ELSE” 
b/w 

“MAIN” 
Vocal by Diane Richards and Orchestra. 
Featured by lovely singing star. Com- 
mercial Avis. Record. .$1 Postpaid, For 
orchestra copies write. _Ask your radio 
station to play this record. _Free records 


for D.J.’s 
JOSEPH SCHOOL 
Rte. 3, Elm Grove Wheeling, West Va. 


“FLAME” 


Free Records to DJ’s. 

All others $1.00 pp. 

Betorued by Buddy Costa on the Pyramid 
label. 


PERFECTION MUSIC PUBLICATIONS 
1429 Hawthorne St, Pittsburgh 1, Pa. 


“HOW TO WRITE JOKES” 

by Sidney Reznick 
Top-flight comedy writer for Berle, Durante, 
Gleason, ete., reveals tricks of the trade! 
Endorsed by Fred Allen, Sam Levenson, 
Phill Silvers and Top Writers! 
Only $2.00 ppd., no C.O.D.’s 
TOWNLEY CO., 520 Fifth Ave., NYC 36 


ATTENTION GUITARISTS 


For the best in strings, steels, picks, and 
other accessories — the little things that 
make your playing better. 


GIMA‘’S 


Box 2235 Colorado Springs, Colo. 


NO. 60 SPECIAL 
A subscription to the next 2 issues of the 
EMCEE and a copy of the Gag-Writin 
coe listed on page twelve for a total 
of $2. 
If you are already a subscriber we will 
extend your subscription for an additional 
2 issues plus the course for only $2. 
Just Mention No. 60 Special 
D. & C, FRANKEL 
P, O. Box 983 Chicago 90, Il. 


GET YOUR COPY NOW! 


EMCEE now offers in bound form, a collec- 
tion from 20 past issues, of HECKLER 
STOPPERS, COMIC SONG TITLES, hilari- 
ously funny COMIC DICTIONARY, neatly 


printed, $1 postpaid. A convenient twenty 
page 6x9 publication with many hundreds 
of laughs. 


EMCEE, Desk 3 
P. 0. Box 983, Chicago 90, Ill. 
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CHILDHOOD 


A Monologue 


__ Ah, yes, the teacher once beat me up, but I denied her charges anyhow — I 
didn’t say she looked like a old hag — merely an old hog. And while on the subject, 
my dear step father, at home — at meal time — you’ve heard of one person getting 
the lion’s share of the food — he got the hog’s share. Ah, yes, and on the rainy 
days our basement was so flooded, it was no unusual sight to see the old man 
rowing ma in a gondola, with a guitar, singing and playing, “neapolitan nights.” 


Ah, those intense winters — people used to laugh when they saw me going 
around with ear muffs — my brother also had ear muffs, but no one laughed at 
him; he had ears. In addition, I was always so stooped and roundshouldered, the 
teacher suggested putting handlebars on me and entering me in the six day bike 
races. And even the other kids out our way, they weren’t tough; just looked that 
way because of their habit of playing marbles with human eyeballs. 


My mother and the old man never got along; she used to say about him, “the 
way that fatso has been eating lately he’ll need an extra sill on his bay window. 
No reason for her to talk that way, I understand before she got married, she was 
known as the bring home bacon girl, always curled up, fat, and sizzling hot. But, 
anyway, we were very poor and dad had to obtain his furniture as best he might; 
I won't say where we obtained our dining room table, but it was very handy for 
mother — she could keep all the silverware in the side pockets. 

One winter we had no coal and we almost froze — we'd spent all our money in 
the summer, air conditioning our home. 
They say it’s cheaper to own your home 
than paying rent — not for us it wasn’t 
we never paid rent; a family of chronic 
dead beats. 


I was the only child; my parents had 
been warned by their furious neighbors, 
“don’t let a child like that happen 
again.” 

My stepfather originally came from 
Texas; you could tell he was a Wester- 
ner, he had a hair trigger nose. And 
what an eater. He once sat down to a 
dinner of liver and he took so long, we 
secretly wondered whether he was eat- 
ing the liver or having it grafted on him. 
And he had such a long handlebar mous- 
tache, his mother must have been fright- 
ened by a bicycle. 

Ah, yes, I wasn’t a wolf in those days, 
people just thought so — I once went to 
the library and tried to rent the PES y: 
young librarian for a period o: 


MARRIAGE 


A Monologue 


“THAT REMINDS ME-I GOTTA BUY 
two SOME SLACKS FOR MY WIFE. “ 


Before he was married, he took her to ritzy night clubs, private dining rooms, 
expensive banquet halls, now he takes her to some two bit dump and tells the 
neighbors he is taking the old mare to pasture. They have been married five 
years, and are still so much in love — why the husband cares more about his wife 
than he does his car. 


Right after our honeymoon I brought my bride into a swanky place where 
she claimed she had never been before; the waiter comes up and says, “hello, 
cutey, who’s the punk this time,” My wife says to him, “Shh-hh,” All I can say 
is, someone is lying, taint me. Anyway, I finally walked out on my wiie and 
joined the navy; you’ve heafd of two years before the mast: it was two years 
before I was even missed. 


And the next door neighbor — came over one day and wanted to borrow my 
wife ee to a picnic — nerve of him, next thing he’ll be wanting to borrow my 
automobile. 


One day I came home and found the wife washing out the boarder’s things, 
socks, shirts, ete; I asked her: “How about washing out a pair of socks for me?” 
And she snaps: “What do you think I am, a washwoman?” 


Anyway, I think I am happily married; although I do admit my wife is somewhat 
brazen; in the winter she is often frosthitten — and gosh the parts of her that get 
bitten, most people keep pretty well covered, especially in winter. And she likes to 
imbibe, and one day, well, I don’t think she had too many, it just appeared that 
way. She was standing in the shower stall, with all her clothes on, holding an 
umbrella under the gushing sprinkler and saying: “Tl join you, dear, just as 
soon as it stops raining. 
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SOME NOVELTIES 


THE NEW MAID 


Husband and wife in kitchen. 

Wife: “Well, I finally got a maid.” 

Husband: “Well, let’s see how she runs the first few hundred miles.” 
Maid enters. 
Turns to wife. 

ESE aaah, old girl.” Slaps wife on the back so hard, wife winces. Turning to 
usband, 
38, age know something; you look just like my father — the day he was 

anged.” a 

“And as for you, you old bat — you look just like the old vulture grand pop 
shot down in back of the barn. Darn if that vulture didn’t have the same 
cocky look in its eyes — but I'll never forget when grand pop took careful aim 
and fired — I’ll never forget the surprised look on the vulture’s face when 
he toppled and fell from the beam — that was my grand pop in those days — 
old Deadeye — went well with his redeye — bloodshot.” 
Looks at husband again. : 
“Say you aint such a bad looking guy.” (Starts strutting in front of him, 
swaying and taking mincing steps,) “Too bad you’re married — especially 
to that old vulture.” 

Wife: ‘“Who’s old!” 
Maid continues to strut before husband, finally sidles up close to him, perches 
on his lap, slips her arm around his neck. 


Wife (indignantly) “Take your hand away — you'll soil his shirt.” 

Maid releases husband, flings herself in a chair, bangs on the table with a ladle. 

Maid: “Bring me food — I’m hungry — what kind of a joint is this anyway.” Gets 
up from chair, sidles over to husband, sits on his lap again, very affectionately. 

Wife: (to husband): “John, dear, do you love me more than you do her?” 

Husband shrugs helplessly. 
Maid gets up and advances on wife belligerently. 

Maid: “So — alienating your husband’s 
affections, eh? Turning him against 
me!” Starts breaking dishes,, rais- 
ing her voice, knocking things over, 
creating pandemonium and shouting 
at top of her voice: “Your husband 
and I were so happy — then you 
came along, you, you, you hussy — 
you home wrecker. Oh, my mother 
warned me against women like you 
— it’s you designing creatures that 
make it so tough for us poor de- 
fenseless working girls—’ Throws 
more crockery and foodstuffs — 
wife throws a dish at her in re- 
prisal — maid dodges, dish hits hus- 
band, he throws it at maid who 
dodges again, hits wife; continued 
business of throwing recklessly, hit- 
ting everyone but the person aimed 
at, etc. 

Husband (finally making himself heard): 

_ ‘Please — the neighbors! a 

Maid (to husband): “Aw, shad up! You S SMILE 
just keep out of this—T’ll handle this Y 
poualeamonster myself—” turns on wife; “So, I’m not good enough for your 

usband.” 
Wife makes herself heard during a lull in the firing: 

Wife: (very tragically): “Oh, my heavens, you careless girl. You forgot all about 
the toast — you let it burn to a crisp — oh, oh, this is terrible — please, no 
excuses.” Rushes furiously to the phone dials number, talks into receiver: 
“Acme Employment service? This is Mrs. Poachedegg — for heaven’s sake, 
please send me a maid I can use, will yah — this one is inefficient — she just 
burned the crisp to a toast, SHE’S FIRED!” 


(fadeout) 


SHORT ONE 
Wife: “Remember our wedding, especially the bridesmaids, honestly, they looked 
like fairies.” 
Husband: “Yeah, but at the table they ate like pigs.” 
Wife: “Yes, but you got to admit, as a bride I looked so demure. You know what 


demure is? 
Husband: “Sure, demure is the fellow who runs the city.” 
Wife: “You’re thinking of the mayor.” 


Husband: “No — the mayor is a horse’s wife.” 
(music, the old gray mare, fadeout to tune) 


“BES ae Complete ees 
@ Cleverly Routins 
i e For all Artists 
COMEDY e TOR OOS Skits and 
Pantomimicry 
BITS” _e@ Price Five Dollars 


A, GUY VISK WRINING ENTERPRISES 
94 Hill Street Troy, N. ¥. 
(The Mirthplace of Show Biz) 


“COME TO MY ARMS” 

“A LITTLE GIRL’S PRAYER” 

“GIVE ME YOUR LIPS TONIGHT” 

“TF YOU WERE ALL MY OWN” 

“SOME DAY YOU WILL THINK OF ME” 
“LET’S FORGIVE AND FORGET” 

“LET’S FORGET THE PAST” 

“J GIVE YOU MY HEART” 

“WHEN WILL YOU SAY YES” 

“IN MY MEMORY” 

“IF I COULD ONLY TELL YOU” 

“IF MY HEART COULD ONLY SPEAK” 


For professional copies, write 


CHARLES W. GRAY 


8230 Ingleside Ave. Chicago 19, Il. 


ATTENTION 
TONE POEM 
AND LYRIC WRITERS 


Your tone poem or lyrics set to 
melodies which will add color and 
contrast. 


Cost is $.50 per word. 


Send tone poems or lyrics with 
money order addressed to: 


JOHN J. AVERSA 


324 Bee Street Frankfort, N. Y. 


Singing Artists, Orchestra Leaders, 
Publishers 


interested in sample copies of my new 
songs, “Y’ll Wait For You,” “The Singing 
Birds,’ “You Are a_ Sweetheart,” and 
“An Airplane Lullaby.” Write me. 


HELEN LOTT 


704 S. Ottawa Freeport, Il. 


SONG WRITERS 


Lead sheets printed, Clear, accurate photo- 
copies. _One page, 944” x 13”. 50 for $4.00, 
100 for $6.00. 


Altadena Music Service 
456 Terrace St. Altadena, California 


“THAT'S ALL THAT I CAN HEAR” 


Att—Sears Roebuck & Co. 
“SPEEDING A-WAY” Approved by 
National Safety Council. 


E, J. STINER 
8414 Blackburn, Houston 12, Tex. 
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HEARD AND SEEN 


Ah, my wife — she was once a blonde; 
but now her hair looks like a mop that’s 
been dipped into a bucket of dirty 
water. a 

th at 


And my home in the suburbs — I 
nearly lost my life in it; I was cleaning 
out our basement after a heavy rain- 
fall, and my boat overturned. 

* * 

These summer days, on the beaches; 
sights to make you blink; big girls — 
small suits. ia 


In union there is dues, 
* a oo * 


Yes, my girl friend, some girl, used 
to wear her hair in a pony tail which 
makes it quite comfortable if she feels 
like horsing around. 


I feel good tonight; I smoke the cig- 
arette of firmer, fresher women. 
a % * oo 


After all, chickens come to roost, and 
to be checked over by the rooster, 
% * 


Even more fun than throwing confetti 
at a pretty girl at the carnival is watch- 
ing her trying to retrieve it. 


For Sale: Good used car by a young 
widow with many extras. 


Ah, yes, summer, brings to mind the 
bathing beach; I saw a girl and wow, 
the cop stopped her and said: The idea 
of a bathing suit, miss, is that you 
should be INSIDE it, not OUTSIDE. 


BRIGHT SAYINGS 


“We all have to go sometime,” sighed 
the girl, as she stopped the car by the 
gas station. 

Give your children a lot and they’ll 
ultimately bury you in it. 

“Pleased to mitt you,” as the boy 
says when he grabs the girl. 

“Well, better luck next time,” as the 
girl says when her marriage fails. 

Led like a lamb to slaughter, or like 
a sucker to some of the used car lots. 

Oh, well, seeing you're not giving me 
the laughs, I'll re-arrange the old say- 
ing, funny isn’t everything. 


On the train with me last time I went 
traveling there was a man and wife with 
12 kids, all their own I learned; they 
got to chatting and I overheard the 
woman say: “Honey, I think we really 
should have a TV set — it will give us 
something to do evenings’ — I guess 
that couple are still wondering why 
everyone in the train started laughing. 


“So you and your wife married late 
in life? I suppose you were both anxious 
to be married?” 

“Well, I was the one that was anxious 
- she was desperate.” 


Round and Around 


EMCEE _ 


- She Goes 


THE RECORD SHOP 


Emcee or bandleader drags out a box of records, “just to relive old times, 
folks,” lifts out a record,” ah, Red Sails in the Sunset” holds up the record to 
which is tied a pair of very ragged men’s winter drawers with big holes in the 
seat. Emcee looks at the mess dubiously. “When a guy can’t afford regular sails 
for his yacht, he might as well do his riding by tractor.” 

Continues looking at the records, “hmm, what have we here” — produces 
records, “What do you know, in the shade of the old apple tree,” holds up record, 
which has tree banches attached to it — holds it up high, whistles. Parakeet or 
other trained bird flies onto stage and settles on branch — emcee shakes his 
head, says to bird, “down, boy, down, boy — next time I see you you're liable to 
be stuffed with dressing and covered with brown gravy.” 

Removes another record, “Harbor lights,” this record has lighted lanterns 
tied to it. Emcee: “what do you know, these lanterns would really give a romantic 
glow to any barn — make any old horse feel like he’s a stranger in paradise.” 

Picks another record, “Old man river, don’t tell me he’s still alive, my great 
grandfather remembers him when he was nothing but a little creek.” Holds up 
the record. Record is equipped with a gadget when operated at timed intervals 
squirts a stream of water over the supposedly unsuspecting operator, who in a 
moment is entirely drenched, he stands holding the record, looking at it furiously, 
stooge comes up. 

Stooge: “Look you don’t even know how to hold one of these trick records. 
You got to learn, and I’m the guy who can teach you” — takes a different hold of 
the record and also gets a stream of water all over him, both stooge and emcee go 
off the stage, amid laughter from the rest of band. 

* 


Emcee: “Say, what’s a dah matter wid 
you — you look like you sleepa in 
dah flower conservatory — you no 
lookah so hot house.” 

Stooge: “Oh, last night I take-a some 
Italian madicine, and it make me 
sick.’ 

Se “Italian medicine—never heard 
ofike 

Stooge (confidently): ‘Oh, sure, sure. 
It was marked piason. I got the 
bottle with me — here it is.” Hands 
it to Emcee. 

Emcee (staring): “Ye gods — you stupi- 
dah fool — that’s no marked ‘pia- 
cn? — 

Stooge (bewildered): ‘No?” 

Emcee: “That’s marked ‘poison.’ ” 

Stooge: “Oh, ye gods, no wonder my 
mother-in-law has been asking me, 
how yah fixed for life insurance.” 
(to band) “a little sad music, boys,” 
(fadeout) 


"/ DON'T KNOW WHAT THEIR IDEA 
15- BUT THEY'VE BEEN FOLLOW- 
ING US FOR HOURS /~ 


At one time practically everyone of 
my teeth used to ache, but I now have 
such a wonderful dentist - I have no 
aches, of course, I have no teeth, either.” 


® SHORT SKIT @ 


SCHOOL DAYS 
(music, school days) 

Stooge wears a dunce cap. At inter- 
vals he blows nose using a handkerchief 
in which is concealed a tiny but noisy 
trumpet. 

Second student, also wearing a dunce 


Music, singing in chorus. 
School days, school days, 
Dear old golden rule days, 
I wrote on your sleigh, 
You’re just a schmoe. 

All applaud each other. 


cap glares at him, “Just blow your horn 
— Ill pull over.” 

Stooge (tearfully): “You’re so mean 
to me.” Pulls out crying towel and 
wipes his eyes with it, then wrings it 
out as if it were a wash rag. 

Enter little lord fauntleroy, while the 
other “kids” boo and hiss him, and the 
teacher tries vainly to quiet them. Lit- 
tle lord fauntleroy -wears yellow curls, 
also wears a long white beard. 


Little lord fauntleroy starts to sing — 
Teacher was young as kingdom come, 
She wrote on your slate, — 


Rushes up while singing holding slate 
up, as teacher advances to meet him 
some other “kid” trips him; little lord — 
fauntleroy picks himself up, glares at 
the trouble maker, and sings to him, 
“you great big bum!” finishing off the 
song, thusly, 


EMCEE 


no responsibility. 


THE D. & C. MEETING PLACE 


THE LITTLE COLUMN THAT FILLS BIG NEEDS 
Emcee does not knowingly accept any misleading or objectionable ads, but otherwise assumes 


ACTS, COMEDIAN’S MATERIAL, 
PARODIES 


FREE CATALOG! PROFESSIONAL comedy 
Material! Every phase of show biz, introduc- 
‘tory collection, including seven parodies, $1 
aoe 10934-D Hamlin, North Hollywood, 


MONOLOGUES, Skits, all kinds of acts — 
Fresh lively material guaranteed to get results. 
John Hillery, 7419 Clyde Ave., Chicago. 


SONGS, SONGWRITERS 


MISCELLANEOUS 


FLUFFY WHITE bunny cloth Bikini Bare hip 

briefs plus daring bra. Only $4.95. Immediate 

aaietorte “MARIBILL”, Box 32, Garland 2, 
'exas. 


POWERFUL MENTAL TELEPATHY. Practical 
Joseph Johnson, Route 2, Lewisburg, Tenn. 


INTERESTED IN THE OZARKS? If so, read 
Rayburn’s Ozark Guide Magazine, Eureka 
Springs, Arkansas. Folklore, pioneer history, 
tourist and homeseekers information. It covers 
all the Ozarks. Subscription rate $1.50 a year. 
Sample copy 25c. 


LEAD SHEETS OF YOUR SONG in professional 
form, may result in a Contract for you. 100 
lead-sheets . . . $4.00. Lillian G. Barney, P.O. 
Box 524, Medford, Oregon. 


SONGWRITERS Complete course, writing, 
copywriting, selling songs. $2.98. Northland 
Publishing Co., Box 1690-P, Milwaukee 1, Wis- 
consin. 


WATCH FOR THIS TERRIFIC NEW song “I 
Wake Up Dreaming” out on Records soon. 


TYPING — HAVE YOUR MANUSCRIPT typed 
neatly. Books, plays, radio scripts, poems, 
lyrics, ete. Don't wait, write to Barbara Allen, 
71 Park Avenue, Arlington, Mass. 


MAILING LISTS OF ENTERTAINERS, SING- 
ers, Bandleaders, ete, typed on gummed 
perforated labels, ready to mail. A selected 
list of late names compiled from our own 
sources. Nationwide. Cut down on the time 
required to address your literature, $3.00 per 
hundred. Order from C. S. Frankel, 3505 W. 
Adams St., Chicago 24, Ill. 


SONGWRITERS! Let me write a song with 
ou_and Publish and Record it! Samples. 

ad sheet 25c. Aloha-Land Silver Tone 
Record 75ce. Lu’s Variety Service (Dept. MC) 
Wood River, Il. 


PRINTING AND POSTERS 


PRINTED REPRODUCTIONS of anything writ- 
ten, ed, printed, drawn. Also Quality Auto- 
graph Music Printing. KENNEDY, 173 Wash- 
ington, Barre, Vermont. 


HOW WOULD YOU 


LIKE to have the equivalent of 
your own publication to be used as a 
elub organ in your own group? 


EMCEE now offers this brand new 
service. You can have the space you 
require for your own bits of news, 
gossip or even your own ads. Our 
staff is at your service in rewriting 
and editing the material you wish 
inserted in your space. 


THE Emcee, as your club or associa- 
tion organ, will give you a publication 
carrying your own news, ads, or pub- 
licity, without the excessive work and 
expense in publishing and printing 
your own magazine. 


IT’s just what you need to stimulate 
interest in your group or add prestige 
to your own services or to yourself. 


WRITE us, giving the amount of 
space you would wish and the ap- 
proximate number of copies desired 
each issue. 


EMCEE PUBLICATIONS 


P. O. Box 983 Chicago 90, Ill. 


LETTER SERVICE — EMCEE OFFERS YOU 
its facilities for letter writing, addressing and 
mailing. Avail yourself of an economical com- 
plete service. We can write your copy, address 
and mail your literature. “Our mailing lists 
kept up to date. Use our facilities to publicize 
and promote your services or products. D. & C. 
Frankel, Publs., P. O. Bok 983, Chicago 90. 


TAKE IT OR LEAVE IT 


Waiter, do you have ox joints? 
Naw, they’re just swollen that way 
on account of my arthritis. 


Are you nursing that baby, ma’am? 
No, stupid, he’s just trying for size. 


“How about a nice sweet kiss,” asked 
the affectionate hillbilly of his sweet 
bride. 

“Oh, all right,” she said, “but hurry 
it up, will yah — I’m late for school al- 
ready.” 


Westward the tide of empire turns 
its head to gawk at the dames in their 
bikinis. 


Birds and bees stuff; the grass and 
the dandelions could never have a real 
good love affair: the grass is usually 
too green and the dandelion is usually 
too yellow. 


My friend thinks he’s a performer— 
he was at station KLLS. 

Tve heard of station KLL — but what 
is the S for? 

That stands for what he made out of 
himself. 


Sign on autoist’s car. “You don’t have 
to follow me closely, we’re not dancing 
together. 


“My goodness” exclaimed the flapper 
as he surveyed her muddy shoes. 

Stock market tip: Buy milk cow for 
a long pull. 


Laurence 


fotos 


black & white/color 
portrait - candid - commercial 
one-eleven east oak street 
chicago 


Michigan 2-7931 


WRITE SONGS 


You should read the AMATEUR 
SONGWRITER Magazine....... 
ACCLAIMED! tops in its field. You 
will save many wasted dollars, and 
learn the “Know How” of the song- 
writing business..... Big FREE 
lyric contest. Send for your current 
sample copy—TODAY! 50¢—“YOU- 
‘LL BE GLAD YOU DID.” 


The 
AMATEUR SONGWRITER 
Magazine 


5 Somerset St. 
Raritan, N. J. 


YoY Be a Cartoonist / m 


ART ROSS _Fuats7 find Ay 


ENTERTAINERS 


Meet your friends at AL’S LIQUOR STORE 
combined with AL’S RHYTHM ROOM. 
Conveniently located on West Madison St, 


west of Pulaski. FINEST liquor stock in 


the city. Attractive bar. “Smiling” Jack 
Wiley, mixee. 


1 


4422 W. Madison, Chicago 


CARTOONS: 1* EACH / e&7 

#MY CARTOON SHEETS ARE Tops VY 

may oreser AsTe ue pro ute cor, 
eis H 

50 f oi EieTy cea 4 


T 
0*, Fy DAVEE Milt 7EMAVE| 
ART ROSS roncsr'niusny: 


SONGWRITERS — FREE MELODY &/or 
Lyrics to Your Lyric, Melody, Idea, or 
Title — with Our Words & Melody Re- 
vising Service for Only $5 Each Song!! 
2—Advance Lyric Revision for Only—$l. 
jatisfied Clients!! — 


Kermit’s Song Service 
1206 E Monsey Ave., Scranton 9, Pa. 


AUDITION RECORDS 


by “THE HARMONY BOYS” now featured 
on W.R.A.C., Racine, Wisc. Mandolin, - 
tar & vocal. -One side $7.00; Two sides 
$12.00. .Samples $1.00 each. 


THE HARMONY BOYS 
1620 Edgewood Ave., Racine, Wisconsin 


Night Club Entertainers 


Here is the folio you’ve waited for. 


STAG LINES 
The smartest niteclub comedy collection 


Nos. 1 & 2 (Single lines) each___$1.00 
Nos, 3-4-5-6 (Lines & Stories) each— 3.00 
ALL SIX IN ONE VOLUME _. —10.00 


George Schindler 


SHOW-BIZ COMEDY SERVICE 
1613 E, 29 St Brooklyn 29, N. ¥. 


"MY HEART WILL BE BREAKING” 


The Hit Tune of tomorrow. New, catchy 
and tuneful. Written by that talented 
composer, Nettie Beverly King, a member 
of the songwriters co-operative association. 
Agent for Mrs. King, Roy Gould. Get your 


lead copy of this sensational song now. 
Write to 


Mrs. Nettie Beverly King 
P. 0. Box 563, Caruthersville, Mo, 


Italian Festival 


OF 


Chicagoland 


Now Booking for 


Chicago’s Greatest Carnival, Show 
and Exhibition 


July 21 thru Aug. 1,1954 
Space Available for 


CLEAN SHOWS 
NOVELTIES — GAMES 
NEW ATTRACTIONS 


—Will Have Free Aitractions— 
Submit written bids describing your amuse- 
ment and space required. 


Grand near Crawford, 
Chicago. 


Italian 
Old People’s Home 


1816 N, 24th Ave., Melrose Park, Il. 


- PARODIES — 


SOME NEW WORDS FOR OLD SONGS 


TURA A LURA, LURA 
Over in Hawaii, 
By the summer sea 
The people came to watch my act 
Then tarred and feathered me. 
TURKEY IN THE STRAW 
Are your hips too vast. 
Are they like a schooner mast, 
When you’re swimming in the water 
Do they leave your friends aghast 
Are you losing your attraction 
Are you like a whale in action, 
Are your hips too vast. 
YOUR CHEATING HEART 
Your low cut gown, 
Much comment brings, 
*Cause you reveal, 
Those foolish things. 
SHORTENING BREAD 
Take his shoes off, 
_ Put ice on his head, 
Get mammy’s drunken boy to bed. 


"OH YEAH! COME ON OUTSIDE AND SAY THAT!” 


OLD GRAY BONNET 
Put on your bonnet, 
Your old gray bonnet, 
While I hitch old dobbin to the shay 
Tho you’re not eye thrilling, 
Thank goodness, you're still willing, 
On our golden wedding day. 


AINT GONNA RAIN NO MORE 
Oh, I one time thought 

I'd have a yacht, 
To sail across the blue, 

But now a creaky old row boat, 
What else can a poor man do. 


FALSE HEARTED LOVER 
She tells you she loves you, 
To make you feel grand, 
But she has more falsehoods, 
Than the beaches have sand. 


JEANNIE 
I dream of Jeannie, with the 
light brown hair, 
Stands in the hallway, 
Warns me, “Don’t you dare.” 


OLD KENTUCKY HOME 
The sun shines bright in my old Ken- 
tucky home, 
Tis summer, the old man’s away, 
He went to the tavern, but give him 
credit, 
Last time he went to the tavern, he 
came back sober: the tavern was 
closed. 


PETER COTTONTAIL 
I lay ill with throbbing head, 
Darling wife came to my bed, 
Put her hands in mine and said, 
Why the H- don’t you drop dead. 


CRUISING DOWN THE RIVER 
My wife, she just passed thirty-twice, 

This ain’t no lover’s tune, 
Believe me, she’s no sweet 16, 

On a Sunday afternoon. 


SONG 


Oh, we will go to a strip tease show, 
When we are old and silly, 
When our gums are bare, and we have 
no hair, 
And no time to gild the lily, 
When your bearing’s creak, 
And your craankshaft’s weak, 
And your pate is bright and shiny, 
When your motions slow, 
And your pick-up’s low, 
And you don’t feel divine-y. 


SWEETHEART OF SIGM4 CHI 
The girl of my dreams is a bathing girl, 
Beneath the summer skies, 
That gal has the nerve to show every 
curve, 
Each day to ten different guys, 
She knows every spot where the music 
is hot, 
And liquors two dollars a glass, 
She’ll go there each day, 
It’s the suckers that pay, 
It’s really a clip joint first class, 
Each guy is divine, 
She hands him that line, 
And tells him he’s handsome and tall 
They seldom get wise, those love hun- 
gry guys, L 
And she shoots the same bunk to 
them all. 


SOME SHORT ONES 
Dad got drowned, slipped off the piers, 
Maw said, after shedding tears, 
First bath paw has had in years, 
All my sins have been taken away. 


A young married fellow named Hunkan, 
Said, “I’m boss in my home, that’s 
no bunk, man.” 
That’s what he thinks — but his wife 
wears the minks, 
While he buys his clothes from the junk- 
man. 


Raced ninety per, embalmer said, 
“Td bury him, but where’s his head. 


Though April showers may fall, of 
course, : 
Our butcher sells prime ribs of horse. 


Over in old Ireland, 
Some fun, you bet your life, 
I thought that I could get away, 
But now she is my wife. 


My little Marjie, I'll tell the world I 
love you, 

Don’t tell me your mother is rich, 

It’s you I want and not that old witch. 


He ew on a yacht, like a fish in the 
ake, 

On money he made, selling horse meat 
for steak. 


BAND NOVELTIES 


SIOUX CITY SUE 


Emee enters carrying suitcase. He blows a whistle, train style. 

Bandleader: “Hey, where do you think you're going?” 

Emee: “It’s not where I’m going — it’s where I would like to go.” 

Bandleader: ‘“Where’s that?” 

Emcee: “Sioux City — I got a gal there.” 

Bandleader (or entire band in awestruck tone, as one man): “.s she young?” 

Emcee: “She ain’t no grammaw.” 

Bandleader, or band, same format): “Is she purty?” 

Emcee: ‘“She’d win a beauty contest in Hollywood.” 

Band: “Is she edjicated?” 

Emcee: “More degrees than a thermometer.” 

Bandleader: “Did she a’promise to marry yer?” 

Emcee: “That she did —” 

Bandleader: “And if she a’refuses yer — tells yer to a’courtin’ some other gal and 
leave her be.” 

Emcee: “T’ll sue.” 

Bandleader: “You will?” 

Emcee: “So help me, I'll sure sue City Sue . . . (finish singing number) 


* * * 


Band Novelty with music representing the various seasons: Springtime in the 


tt * Ht 


Rockies — In the Shade of the Old Apple Tree — Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree 
With Anyone Else But Me — In the Good Old Summertime — Old Swimming Hole 
— Country Boy, “take me where the daisies cover the country lane’ — A Hunting 
We Shall Go — Shine On Harvest Moon. 


* os * 


“We will open with Turkey in the straw.” 
Boys play off key. 

Bandleader: “I said, play it boys, not lay it; this is a broadcasting studio, not a 
hen house.” 

And then for variety we’ll sing, from an old scare — score — of Yankee Doodle — 
Yankee Doodle had a date with a bold young lady; 
They rested by an apple tree, the rest is rather shady. 


ry te * 


Emcee: “It brings me great pleasure tonight to introduce a man who has a tre- 
mendous repertoire. Of course, he’s trying to reduce it. Dieting. This man 
can sing old numbers very beautifully. You should hear him sing On the Sunny 
Side of the Street — or any side of the street where there’s a tavern handy. 
I give you...” 

Singer enters — emcee applauds. 

Singer: “Are you applauding me?” 

Emcee: “Well I ain’t giving an imitation of a Scotchman celebrating the Fourth 
of July. But maybe you can sing Little Old Church in the Valley?” 

Singer: ‘“No — not that. Last time I sang that song so realistically, do you know 
what happened?” 

Emcee “No what?” 

Singer: “A guy passed the hat for a collection. Then he ran away.” 

Emcee: “What do you care? Was it your money?” 

Singer: “No but it was my hat...... I better sing.” 


(fadeout) 


PETER COTTONTAIL 


Bunches of corn stalks; country locale. Men, as hunters, voking through the 
corn stalks, searching for rabbits, using simulated guns, broom sticks, or axe 
handles. Rustle in corn stalks, man in bunny outfit crawls out; hunters point 
“suns” excitedly, “Get him!” 


Big rabbit yells: “Don’t shoot — I’ll marry the rabbit.” 
(fadeout, peter cottontail) 
* * * 
Music, slow boat to China. 


From back stage, shrill jabbering, sounds of smashing glass, breaking bottles and 


then sounds as of Chinese jabbering excitedly: “moon taw — wah kee, lee mee, see 
koon, be wash jay — 


Musician (startled): ‘“‘What’s that?” 
Bandleader (by way of explanation): ‘Mutiny of the crew on a slow boat to China.” 


Ludwig M. Kliewer 
(The Sunshine Kid) 


Songwriter of 
10 of the BEST 


DEEP WITHIN MY HEART 

SWEET LITTLE ROSIE 

ROSES & RIBBONS 

LET’S PUT “I” CLOSER TO “U” 
TEARS FROM MY BROKEN HEART 
THEN I’LL FALL IN LOVE 

A MOST PERFECT NIGHT 

IT’S OH SO THRILLING 

AUTUMN LEAVES ARE FALLING 
THE FIGHTING YANKS; and 

many other songs worth a million 
times and over, the paper they are 
printed on. For leadsheets of these 
exciting heart pulsating and hard to 
beat songs that will live forever in 
life’s sweet memory, write to; 


Ludwig M. Kliewer 


43597 N. Gratiot Ave. 
Mt. Clemens, Mich. 


Some of the above songs were co- 
written by Norah Stanton, of Mt. 
Pleasant, Mich. By Leona Peck, of 
Mehama, Oregon. By Ruth Hickin, 
of Boston, Mass. By Doris Smith, of 
Bridgeport, Conn. And John Mohler, 
of Middleport, Ohio. 


ATTENTION 
ENTERTAINERS! 


Idea Man, Radio, state, screen, night clubs, 
Original humor written to order. Any sub- 
ject. Entertainers’ material a specialty. 


Gags, patter, band novelties, parodies. Also 
monologues, skits, comic song titles, come- 
backs for hecklers, jokes and columning. 
Whatever your requirements, contact me 
—no obligation. 


EMCEE, Desk 1 


P. O. Box 983 Chicago, 90 
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NOW! the AMAZIN 


EDUCATIONAL— writing is also good for the Sarcasm 
public at large — definitely 
INFORMATIVE— educational; improves the wit, Comparison 
gives new and fresh ideas and 
COMPLETE. helps develop a sense of origin- The Unexpected 
ality. Equally valuable for gag- * 
writers, scriptwriters, cartoon- Element of Surprise 
ists, song writers. A goldmine 
Just send $2 in any form direct to of ideas, stimulating “and in- Wine Fite 
spiring. Cartoon Ideas 
We know you'll like this 


D. & C. FRANKEL, Publishers 


CHICAGO 90, ILLINOIS 


EMCEE 


COURSE IN 
GAGWRITING! 


HAVE YOU ever needed fresh or special material in 
a hurry? Have you ever been given the run around by 
gagwriters who were supposed to prepare the material for 
you, and who bogged down on the job? 


Haven’t YOU experienced the need for some course 
that will aid you in writing your own material and in 
getting new ideas—two vital requisites in any course in 
gagwriting ? 

Don Frankel’s course in gagwriting is what you want! 

It contains valuable information on how to adlib and 
how to twist around old combinations and even old gags 
and get new and fresh material. 

We don’t guarantee that Don Frankel’s course in gag- 
writing will give you all the material you need or that 
it will ever replace the gagwriter or the standard scripts, 
but it’s a terrific and inexpensive help. It’s a handy course. 
The instructions appear in lesson form, each one an indi- 
vidual unit; can be read and studied separately, a few 
moments or for longer periods—depends on yourself—it's 
been made simple and easy for you—and very helpful—it’s 
as easy to read as a newspaper. 

Besides the instructions, Don 
Frankel’s course is filled with 
many, many examples of 
choice humor from the author’s 
own files—parodies, gags, nov- 
elties and the like — all of 
which you can use yourself, if 
you so desire. 


The course is bound loose- 
leaf, in one folder, which can 
be easily carried around with 
your other material. 

The price? Only $2.00 com- 
plete, nothing else to buy! 

Don Frankel’s course in gag- 


Partial Contents 


Suggestion or Impli- 
cation 


Substitution 
Process Switching 


Animation 
Punch Line 


course—you can read and re- Writing Parodies 


read it—each time you will get 
fresh ideas and new gags. 


TOO LATE TO CLASSIFY 


Ah, yes some people I know built 
a home in the surburbs, and I went to 
visit them; while talking to them I 
suddenly heard the most unearthly 
sounds proceeding from the upstairs 
bedroom and When I inquired about it, 
my friends told me it was their board- 
er. “Noisy, isn’t he,’’ I commented, to 
which they replied: “if you think he 
sounds noisy now, wait till you hear 
him neigh.” 

While traveling on the road I met 
two attractive girls, strangers to each 
other, but they had a lot in come-on. 

I never knew how thin or ghastly 
I was until when I laid down on the 
beach once, my eyes were closed and 
two people came along, stuck a lily in my 
hand and sighed: “Aw, poor guy, looks 
just like he’s asleep. 


Show business runs in the family. daily diet of SLAM chowder. The way 


My uncle was a guest star—at Murphy’s 
tavern, he filled in after the other 
performers had been slugged into un- 
consclousness, 

He was a son of a gun even as a baby, 
you couldn’t leave him in a day nursery 
alone—he’d crawl around pulling the 
high chairs out from under other bab- 
ies. 

Ah, the beach—I remember one poor 
guy was floundering in deep water and 
yelling frantically to the life guard, 
sitting in a boat nearby—the life guard 
only shook his head sadly and said: 
“Can't do a thing for you now, my 
friend, hold out for another 15 minutes, 
if you can, when rv pass will be over. 

I would have been here sooner, but I 
just had a little spat with my wife, 
gosh, the way that woman criticizes ey- 
eryone you’d think she was raised on a 


she would maul me around until the 
neighbors attracted by the screaming, 
would rush in and throw in the towel. 

My friend used to have a dime store, 
where he sold fifes; did so well he 
changed his store to a fife and dime 
store; would you give fife cents for the 
gag? Neither would I. 

Got here a little late—I had to fur- 
nish bail for my friend; he got in trou- 
ble with the law, all because he had 
a girl and threw her over—could he 
help it if a cliff happened to be there. 


“Aw, you got too much pride,” said 
the critical husband. 

“Well, then, let me walk in front of 
you,” said the wife sweetly, “remember, 
pride goeth before a fool.” 


